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Summary 


When Principal Frank mentions how Hiro and Zero Two are in love with each other, Hachi 
reflects upon his own friendship with Nana. Little do the students of Franxx Academy know 
of the difficulties and tragedies the two have faced in their shared past, let alone the reason 
why Hachi is the stoic person he is. 


Notes 


It must be noted that this story is an interquel to A Hole in the Heart. It takes place during 
Chapter 9: Between Anger and Envy; more specifically, the first half of the chapter (which 
covers morning break). 


I should also disclose that there is a mention of a violent tragedy and a person’s life support 
ending. If this upsets you, do not read this story. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Morning break had begun at Franxx Academy, and it was not just the students who would be 
benefiting from the brief respite. The teachers were more than welcoming to it, the ones who 
had to hold students back after class aside. As usual, the majority of the staff would make 
their way to the staffroom, pour themselves a drink of some sort and converse with one 
another regarding the classes they had just taught or other matters. The staffroom was a 
spacious room, almost like a small hall, which possessed several chairs and sofas as well as a 
small kitchen area for making drinks and storing food in the available fridges. 


“Tea or coffee?” Nana asked Hachi as they stood by the worktop in the kitchen area. 
“Just tea,” he replied plainly. 
“Tea it is.” 


She removed a teabag from the small cardboard box they were kept in before dropping it into 
his mug, which he had placed next to hers. She used a small teaspoon to scoop a piled 
amount of coffee granules from a jar into her mug, shortly checking that the kettle was filled 
and activated it. 


“A strong coffee as usual,” Hachi noted with no expression. 


“You know me,” Nana replied. “I need to get through such a long day of just walking about a 
classroom as I help my students. You have a whole hall or field to move out on.” 


“Yet you always seem tired when we meet like this later on.” 


Some of the students do my head in,” the woman with the long red-brown hair confessed. 
She had no regret with her words. “That Hana Watanabe, or ‘Zero Two’ as she prefers—she’s 
the biggest offender at the moment.” 


The kettle had finished boiling, so she poured the water into their mugs. Hachi removed the 
teabag from his using the teaspoon while Nana then removed the milk bottle from the fridge 
under the worktop and poured some of its contents into their mugs before returning it. They 
then located the nearest chairs, which had wooden frames but cushioned bodies. They sat 
beside each other and continued their conversation, a small coffee table in front of them with 
an open tin of biscuits. 


Even without being in each other’s presence, I’ve heard of what she’s been up to.” Hachi 
took a biscuit from the tin. “One of the things I heard she did was put plastic wrap on some of 
the toilets.” 


“T heard about that,” Nana nodded as he started eating his biscuit. “Still, I can’t believe Hiro 
Sato of all people has become her friend. He’s such a good student normally as well.” 


“His grades took a small dive after some family tragedy, supposedly.” 


“His grandfather was an adventurous spirit who he loved dearly. It’s obvious what he sees in 
Hana.” 


He's taking the wrong path. If only he was still as good as his other friends like Mitsuru 
Ebisu and the ones in your homeroom. The only problem is Mitsuru, like her, can be prideful, 
just like his mother.” 


He seemed to shudder slightly at the mere mention of the person. 


“Definitely.” She firmly agreed. “But at least he does the work and doesn’t mess around. 
Ichigo Tanaka is such a bright girl. You’d never see a girl like her picking a fight. She’s 
almost like a female version of himself, the same with Ikuno Jingu.” Nana then leant forward 
on her chair as she thought to herself aloud. “Goro Hirano also has so much potential. They 
were all so influenced by Hiro before he changed.” 


“I assumed Miku and Zorome would be the biggest trouble with how they regularly bicker.” 


“They don’t even reach the same level of annoyance as Hana.” She then sighed. “I still cringe 
at the incident with Zorome from last year.” 


“When he fell asleep in class?” 

She winced upon him uttering the words. 

“I would have preferred it if he had a nightmare, not... a teenage dream.” 
She leant back. 


“Now...” She faced him. “Back to you. I’m surprised you decided to go the extra step and 
want her to clean your car as well.” 


“That actually wasn’t my idea,” Hachi revealed. “It was mostly Werner’s. The carers of Hana 
agreed with it, he presented it to me and I decided it was fitting for a troublemaker like her.” 


“Not that she’s going to reform after she does it,” Nana sneered, picking up a biscuit from the 
tin for herself. She's a sociopath, let alone a psychopath in the making. She's a lost cause.“ 


“I’m afraid you are mistaken.” 


They were both surprised to be met by Principal Frank, who seated himself on a chair 
opposite the table. 


“Hana may cause a great deal of problems, but I assure you, she is no sociopath. She will feel 
pain on an emotional level, it’s just a rarity that it is visible. Academically, she’s a lot better 
than you think. Providing she puts the effort in, that is.” 


“Remind us,” Hachi began. “How do you know her family again?” 


“I know her grandfather. We used to attend the same university as Itsuki Asaka. Years later, 
he would have a daughter who would study at APE with her older and younger brothers, and 
she became a young mother with Hana. It’s a shame about her mental health and what 
happened next.” 


Frank did not need to explain more, as they were already aware of the suicide and Zero Two’s 
abandonment. 


“Have you told them to stay apart?” Nana asked, having had just finished a second biscuit. 
“That’d be the best way for Hiro to improve.” 


“He will improve in time.” Frank was positive. “I think you'll find the two of them will be 
fine.” 


“Are you aware of your own words?” Hachi may have lacked expression, but he was still 
capable of being concerned. “It is because of her they ended up egging my car. The 
likelihood is they will now do similar but more reckless acts. Doesn’t she possess a criminal 
record?” 


“The police are aware of her,” the principal noted, “but she has not delved too deeply. She 
knows how to avoid severe repercussions by abusing loopholes. I’ve advised Hiro that he can 
befriend her, but has to use judgement before deciding whether or not to partake in whatever 
she wishes to do.” 


“That doesn’t even qualify as being a gamble.” It was obvious Nana disagreed with him. 
“The two should be kept apart with a ten-foot pole if need be.” 


“Now, come.” Frank was his usual calm self. “If the two lovebirds have a disagreement, 
they’ ll sort it out.” 


“Lovebirds?” Hachi’s tone raised slightly, indicating surprise from the normally composed 
man. 


“Oh yes, they’re in love. Witnessed it myself yesterday lunchtime, as they were sharing each 
other’s food playfully. By the way, did I ever mention it was Hiro who found her in that forest 
all those years ago? How’s that for a coincidence?” 


The joyous tone of the eccentric principal irritated the tall woman, who was scowling. 
“Well, I don’t support their friendship, full stop.” Nana was vocal. 

“Likewise,” Hachi added. 

“What?” Frank seemed almost surprised. “Neither of you have felt love at their age?” 


“I-I gave up on it years ago.” Nana folded her arms after she placed her mug on the table. She 
seemed almost flustered, hence her hesitation. 


Werner, you know exactly what problems I have,” Hachi additionally stated. “It’s not as 
easy for me.” 


It is not easy being autistic. Autism affects people in many different ways; some do not like 
loud noises. Some have a specific pattern they wish to follow to feel comfortable. Others are 
prone to anger. 


Not just do I have obsessive compulsive traits about how others should behave, but I have 
trouble feeling pain. Not my pain, but the pain of others. I was diagnosed with autism when I 
was seven; with the support I needed coming from more than just my family. Nana is one of 
my Closest friends, and she has always been there for me. 


I have had great difficulty repaying the favour. 


We attended the same schools growing up, and I watched as she experienced love of the 
romantic variety. Her boyfriend from high school was a nice person, and while I did find 
speaking to him satisfying and we got along, I quietly disliked their relationship. The truth 
was I secretly loved Nana and envied how they were together. I never knew — and still do not 
know how — to approach love for others. I have difficulty connecting with people on an 
emotional level. 


By the time I had finally accepted they were together, a tragedy struck. 


It was a school trip we were all going on. A coach with many students and teachers, along 
with a wet road, did not make a good combination. I can still picture him shielding Nana for 
protection when the crash occurred. 


Many people were injured, whether they were on the coach or not, but the person with the 
worst of it was him. 


For several weeks, he was comatose and on life support. As Nana visited him during that 
time, I accompanied her. I did not know how to comfort her, and to this day, I still wished I 
could. The doctors said he would not live without the life support and it was extremely 
unlikely he would ever wake up. 


It was then that his family decided the doctors could end their care for him. Nana protested, 
screaming and crying at how she believed they were murderers for choosing to let him die. 
He meant so much to her, so she was devastated to bear witness to what they had to do. I had 
to drag her away to save her any commotion in the hospital. She had already drawn a lot of 
attention, but there was nothing we could do to make her see it was the only thing they could 
do. 


He deserved mercy for what had happened to him, and what he did that led to it was 
completely honourable. 


Years later, after deciding to study to become teachers, we found ourselves working at Franxx 
Academy. Both of us set high standards for our students to follow, but it was me who became 
the more notorious amongst the students, as evidenced from the conversations overheard by 
myself and Nana. I am aware of my reputation for being strict, but that does not bother me. 


What bothers me are two things. 


Firstly, none of the students have respect for what I do. They may always behave when I am 
teaching them, but I have heard of their snide comments behind my back. I want the best out 
of them, and yet, no one appreciates it. I have never had a student thank me for helping them 
with their studies. 


Secondly, I am bothered by how Nana is better at one-to-one talks with students if they are 
upset. She may be firm but fair with her education methods, but she has both sympathy and 
empathy with those she teaches. In spite of how troublesome the sleeping incident with 
Zorome Asaka was, she still did her best to comfort him, especially with how he had 
embarrassed himself. 


Fortunately, I am not entirely devoid of joy. As with any other teacher, I do take pride in those 
I teach and express said happiness in those who have improved themselves. I am not a 
frequent smiler, but that is often when a student will see me do so. Unfortunately, as it is a 
rare occurrence, I have heard passing remarks that my smile appears unsettling, but Nana 
has said she does not consider it to be. 


It was only last year when the past came back to us. During parents’ evening, I met the 
parents of Ikuno Jingu. I had never met her mother before, but her father was a different case 
altogether. 


He was one of the doctors who cared for Nanas former boyfriend. 


Mr. Jingu was older, and by that point had a moustache, but I instantly recognised him. 
Obviously, I never brought up how we had met, and neither did I bring it up with Nana 
herself. I wonder, though, if she recognised him too. 


Crossing paths with him made me think of that day when I had to drag Nana away. I feel 
cruel for doing it, even though it was the necessary thing to do. She has long since accepted 
his passing, but I still do not feel comfortable with approaching her for love. She said it 
herself — she claims to have given up on it. It would be too big of a risk for me, even if I did 
have the confidence. 


“T think you are mistaken,” Frank told the teacher in the tracksuit. “Like I said with Hana, 
you may suffer from emotional and behavioural difficulties, but they do not fully impede how 
you interact with others. The same can be said for you.” 


He looked at Nana, who looked back at him with confusion. 
“That door is never entirely shut.” 


He stood up from his chair and walked off, leaving the two teachers alone. They looked at 
each other, processing what they had been told. 


“He’s right, you know,” Nana spoke first. “You were there for me all those years ago when... 
you know.” 


“T was cruel to you that day,” Hachi confessed. “We all were.” 


“I needed some sense knocked into me,” she noted. “You had every right to do what you 
did.” 


Hachi’s eyes widened upon hearing her words. 


It wasn’t cruel what they did to him. It was merciful. I never saw it at the time. You did the 
right thing to drag me away that day.” 


He was shocked to hear her words. 


“I wish I could have done more for you.” His words were quiet. “Heck, I wish I could do 
more for my students, just like you do.” 


“You did enough,” Nana simply put. “Also, you do a lot more for them than you think you 
do. They might not appreciate it, but at least they get the benefits from it.” 


Hachi nodded once she had finished talking. 

“Let’s hope there’ Il be a day when someone actually thanks me for teaching them.” 
“That day will come. Give it time.” 

“Do you think Hiro and his friends will do it potentially?” 


“With the exception of Hana, I can see them thanking you. I’m still not convinced about what 
Werner said.” 


“Neither am I.” He then paused. “However, the right person can make another change.” 
Nana sharply faced him. 
“Yeah,” she snorted, “she changed Hiro.” 


I meant the other way around. If he can inspire the circle that he’s already a part of, he could 
inspire her.” He paused before adding “in theory.” 


Nana stared at him for several seconds before rolling her eyes. 


“When pigs fly,” was her dry response. 


End Notes 


The interesting thing about this fic is that it’s actually the third story I wrote for The 
Heartverse. I decided to post it before the actual second one (which will literally be the next 
story after this) as it was closer to the source material in the sense that it was a 
reinterpretation of events from canon, whereas the other story is mostly original. 


The reason I characterised Hachi as being autistic was my way of trying to translate the 
characters and their personalities to a modern setting and why they behave the way they do. 
As we all know, Hachi in the anime has difficulty understanding emotions since they were 
suppressed by APE, so I decided to give him autism for my AU as some people who have it 
have trouble understanding the emotions of others. Obviously, his emotions aren’t suppressed 
here and he is capable of feeling them, so he’s more in line with his manga counterpart. 


I would like to make it clear that if my depiction of autism caused offence, this was never 
intended and I wholeheartedly apologise. The last thing I want to do is depict a real-world 
matter in an inaccurate, let alone offensive manner. In fact, when I redrafted this story, I 
significantly altered Hachi’s behaviour as I felt it was too exaggerated; in the original draft, 
he was aware he had feelings for Nana but couldn’t understand what they meant. He also had 
difficulty understanding his envy for her former boyfriend. When I went back over this story, 
I thought “this is too much”, hence why I changed things. 


Hachi’s reputation amongst the Franxx Academy students, let alone his overall character that 
I created for him, isn’t intended to be villainous or even a jerkass. He invokes the latter, but 
I’m just exaggerating his stoic behaviour and the students’ response to it in the way that 
students normally would respond to a teacher who is known for being strict. It’s not played 
for drama, but it’s not played for laughs either. You just fear them. 


Also in the original draft, the death of Nana’s former boyfriend was closer to how it 
happened in the anime. Instead, he was killed at the scene of the incident (the first draft had 
him push Nana away to save her from an out of control car). During the redraft, I decided to 
alter things so that it was closer to the manga version, where he was gravely injured and was 
later pruned despite Nana’s protests. 


Mentioning the manga adaptation, just a little vent I wish to do — I don’t like how Nana is 
characterised. Her more emotional traits and sympathetic elements were carried over to 
Hachi, and while I’m glad we got to see more focus on him as he wished to protect Squad 13 
and question APE’s morals, it made Nana less sympathetic and she never had her own mini 
arc like in the anime. She just returned to duty because she was Nana’, and not because she 
felt useless after being relieved of duty and wanted to help. I also don’t like how the more 
authoritarian aspect of her was brought out more, which is present when Squad 13 were 
beginning to rebel and were protecting Alpha and Delta from pruning. Even Hachi — in both 
the anime and the manga — wasn’t that bad despite his mental conditioning. 


If you enjoyed this story, please leave Kudos and a comment! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


